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TO I. C. S. 

As nameless Children commonly endure 
A vagabondage lonely and obscure. 
So these, the vagrant offspring of my brain, 
I little thought to oum or see again. 
But since these wastrels in your tender eyes 
Have met with favor, why should I despise? 
And, if, for you, their pedigree have worth 
Should I deny their parentage and birth f 
And, — so it pleases you to see them look 
Demurely at you from the printed book, — 
fFhat matters it if others pass them by. 
Or challenge with sophisticated eyef 
My withers are unwrung; I take no shame. 
But to this little book prefix your name. 
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WITHIN THE CLOISTER'S SHADOW 

Within ike clwste/$ ihedow, m I $it 
Muting nt even tre the hmps mre lit. 
It happens 0ft fami echoes of a song. 
As though of angel voices home ahng. 
On my enraptured spirit gently roll 
And to ecsiaiic heights uplift my soul; 
But, when, edasi I would recall the strain, 
'Tis vankkai, and I drop to earth again. 
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ENTER, REST AND PRAY 

At eventide I walked the busy street, 

And neared a stately Church of time-worn air; 
Anon, the chimes rang out profound and sweet. 

Proclaiming to the world the -hour of prayer. 

A moment lingered I beside the gate. 

Then entered, doubtfulwise, the sacred fane; 

My heart was brooding o'er its troubled state. 
My soul was fretted by a secret pain. 

Within the shelter of the hallowed walls, 
Where naught of earth may enter or allure, 

A scattered few were kneeling in the stalls. 
Invoking grace to struggle and endure. 

Through storied windows streamed a pensive light. 
Dim shadows casting o'er the vaulted space. 

While far beyond, on marble altar white, 
The burning tapers shed their mellow grace. 

A holy calm pervaded all the place. 

Inviting thus to reverie and prayer; 
My soul was wafted for a m(Hnent's space 

To brighter regions and a purer air. 

The deep-toned organ struck the note of praise; 

And chant and versicle and sacred psalm. 
Re-echoing through the consecrated bays. 

Revived my spirit and restored its calm. 

"Abide with me, fast falls the eventide;" 

How sweetly sounds that simple hynm's refrain 

To weary souls whose counterfeited pride 

Conceals their grief to cheat a world's disdain. 
8 
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The solemn vespers sung, the white-robed priest 
Pronounced the Church's benediction meet; 

The worshippers dispersed, the music ceased, 
And then I sought again the bus3r street. 

Vanished the fever and the brooding pain, 
The anxious doubt, the sorely-troubled mind; 

My pulses were attuned to happier strain 
As homeward now my cheerful steps inclined. 

Oh, ye who scorn the world's delusive smiles, 
And crave a true refreshment by the way. 

Abide a season in these holy aisles. 

The doors are open, enter, rest and pray. 

HYMN TO THE TRINITY 

Hail, Holy Three, in mystic Bond united, 
Dwelling in realms of uncreated light; 

Now may our voices raise 

A hymn of worthy praise, 
Ascribing all dominion, power and might 
In earth below and in the heavenly height 

To the Awful Majesty 

Of the Blessed Trinity; 

Of the Ever Blessed Trinity. 

Hail, Holy Father, Source of life. Creator, 
Thee the hosts of heaven glorify and praise; 

Angels at Thy Command 

Speed over sea and land 
Doing Thy blessed will in wondrous ways, 
Showing Thy mighty power. Ancient of Days. 

God, the Father, praise to Thee, 

In the Blessed Trinity; 

In the Ever Blessed Trinity. 
9 
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Hail, Holy Son, true Image of the Father, . 
Of His love begotten ere the world began; 

Angels Thy state proclaim. 

Mortals adore Thy Name, 
Saviour from death and from sin's awful ban, 
Incarnate Son of God, true Son of Man; 

Son Eternal, praise to Thee, 

In the Blessed Trinity; 

In the Ever Blessed Trinity. 

Hail, Holy Ghost, the Bond of Love eternal. 
Father and Son in Thee Their Oneness know; 

Giver of life and grace 

To all the human race. 
'Tis Thine the holy virtues to bestow 
As Thine the power to set dull hearts aglow. 

Holy Spirit, praise to Thee, 

In the Bless^ Trinity; 

In the Ever Blessed Trinity. 
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LYRICS FOR CANTATA 
Theme: — ^The Transfiguration 

"And God said. Lei there be light, and there was 
light/' 

"Th^ was the true Light that Ughteth every man 
that Cometh into the wwrld/* 

I, the eldest of God's clotures 

Bom ere yet the worlds were made, 
When o'er all things daribiess brooded 

And primeval chaos swayed, — 
Then, behddl the word was q>oken 

''Let Light be/' and I came forth, 
Shedding color, warmth and radiance 

Over sea and sky and earth. 
In the sunlic^t's mjrriad flashes. 

In the moonlight's silvery beams, 
In the starlight, in the dewdrop, 

In the rainbow's varied gleams. 
There am I forever dwdling. 

Ever being bom again. 
Praising still the great Creator, 

Servii^; still the sons of men. 

"And after six days Jesus taketh Peter, James, 
and John his brother, and bringeth them into a high 
mountain apart and was transfigured before them, 
and His face did shine as the sun and His raiment 
was white as the light/* 

GRAND CHORALS 

In dread Jehovah's mountain is the sigyi; 
Yea, on the height serene of Tabor's mount, 
The King in wondrous beauty now appears 
Robed in die vesture of celestial light. 
II 
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His countenance a mystic radiance weai^ 
Transcending dreams of angels and of men ; 
More bright it shines than ever sun at noon 
In the clear ether of unclouded day ; 
His garments whiter than the virgin snow 
That flecks the crest of lofty Hermon's peak. 

Ah! blessed vision of the Face of God 

On which no mortal eyes may ever gaze, 

So dazzling and so terrible the sight, 

Yea, angels and archangels with their wings 

Their pure and holy faces ever veil, 

As ranged about the great white throne they stand 

To chant the praises of their Lord and King. 

"Who being the brightness of His glory, and the 
express image of His Person, and upholding all 
things by the u/ord of His power, when He had by 
Himself purged our sins, sat down on the right 
hand of the Majesty on high; being made so much 
better than the angels, as He hath by inheritance 
obtained a more excellent name than they. For 
unto which of the angels said He at any time. Thou 
art my Son, this day have I begotten Theef 

ANGELIC CHORUS 

Oh! Light of Light, the brightness of God's Face, 
In Thee no blemish and no stain we trace; 
Thou art the Light of heaven as to ealth. 
The uncreated Light that knows no birth; 
Worshipped of angels and of men adored, 
Holy, Holy, Holy Lord. 

"And behold, there talked with Him two men 
which were Moses and Elias, who appeared in 
12 
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glory and spake of His decease which He should 
accomplish at Jerusalem/' 

"And it came to pass, when Moses came down 
from mount Sinai with the two tables of testi- 
mony in Moses' hand, when he came down from 
the mount, that Moses wist not that the skin of his 
face shone while he talked with Him. And uuhen 
Aaron and all the children of Israel saw Moses, 
behold, the skin of his face shone; and they were 
afraid to come nigh him." 

Once on Sinai's lofty mountain, 

God Himself to me appeared; 
But so awful was the vision 

That I, trembling, greatly feared. 

But the glory of the Godhead 

In my face reflected shone. 
And I veiled it, for the people, 

G>uld not look unhurt thereon. 

Now again I see God-s glory 

In His own transfigured Son, 
And I bear my testimony 

To the great Incarnate One. 

"Behold I will send you Elijah the prophet be- 
fore the coming of the great and dreadful day of the 
Lord: and he shall turn the heart of the fathers to 
the children, and the heart of the children to their 
fathers, lest I come and smite the earth with a 
curse." 

I, who once was borne away 
From the common light of day 
In a chariot of fire, 

13 
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Mounting ever higher, U^^* 
Past the reahns of earth and night 
To the upper spheres of light, 
There forever to behold 
Heaven's glories manifold, — 
Now return I to the earth 
And proclaim His wondrous worth. 
Who as Son of God most High 
Came to suffer and to die. 

"And He shall send Jesus Christ which before was 
preached unto you; Whom the heavens must receive 
until the times of restitution of all things, which 
God hath spoken by the mouth of all His holy 
prophets since the world began. Yea, and all the 
prophets from Samuel and those that follow after, 
as many as have spoken, have likewise foretold of 
these days!' 

CHORUS OF PROPHETS 

Hail! Thou Sun of Ri^teousness, 
Hail! Thou Heaven-Anointed King, 
Long foretold in ancient story, 
Thou art come in all Thy glory, 
Righting every human wrong. 
Kings smd prophets have for long 
Yoimcd to see Thy face; 
Now, in majesty transccndant. 
Thou art evnmore resplendent, 
Saviour of the race. 

"Then answered Peter, and said unto Jesus, Lord, 
it is good for us to bs here; if thou wilt, lei us make 
here three tabernacles; one for Thee, and one for 
Moses, and one for Elias.** 
14 
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CHORUS OF APOSTLBS 

'Tis good for us here» Lord, to be where heavenly 
Tories shine, 

'Tis good for us to contemplate Thy majesty di- 
vine; 

Now let us tabernacles make, where evermore with 
Thee 

Great Moses and Elias may abide eternally; 

So shall we know that Israers Hope, by prophets 
long foretold. 

Hath come Thy chosen race to free, erstwhile in 
bondage sold. 

"JBttif when the fulness of the time was come, 
God sent forth His Son, made of a luonum, made 
under the law, to redeem them that were under 
the law, that we might receive the adoption of sons. 
And because ye are sons, God hath sent forth the 
Spirit of His Son into your hearts, crying, Abba, 
Father^ 

CHORUS OF BBUEVERS 

Oh, King of Righteousness and Peace, 

Thou great and Blessed One, 
Proclaimed upon the Holy Mount 

God's well-beloved Son, 
Oh, grant to us as yet on earth. 

Of Thy abundant grace, 
That we may have a vision clear 

Of Thy transfigured Face; 
And bring us to diat blest abode 

Of peace and joy and light, 
Where evermore unveiled appear 

Thy glories infinite. 
IS 
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COLLBCT FOR THB FBAST OF THB TRANSFIGURATION 

''O God, who on the mount didst reveal to chosen 
witnesses Thine only-begotten Son, wonderfully 
transfigured, in raiment white and glistering; Merci- 
fully grant that we, being delivered from the dis-^ 
quietude of this world, may be permitted to behold 
the King in His beauty, who with Thee, O Father, 
and Thee, O Holy Ghost, liveth and reigneth. One 
God, world without end. Amen!' 
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THE MORNING OF ETERNITY 

fFhen the mornmi^ was now come Jesus stood 
on the shore, but the disciples knew not that it was 
Jesus. — St, John XXI, 4. 

Lo! the toilers on die sea, 

A belated, hapless band, 
As the day dawns, wearily, 

Turn their vessel to the land. 

Now the morning:'s gcdden sheen 
Spreads the darkling landscape o*er. 

And, bdbold! of gracious mien, 
Standeth One upon the shore. 

Hark! across the silent mere. 

Cheerily that crew to greet. 
Sounds a voice in accents clear, 

"Children, have ye any meat?" 

"Nay," they murmur, "we have met 

All the night a fate unkind." 
Swift the answer, "Cast the net 

On the right and ye ^all find." 

Love divines with instinct clear, 

Faith and sigjit are in accord, 
Doubt is vanished, quelled is fear, 

"It is He, it is the Lord." 

Christian soul, be not forlorn. 
Thou shalt see, life's voyage o'er. 

On Eternity's bright mom, 
Jesus standing on the shore. 
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A YULE-TIDE RHYME 

"Peace on earth, to men good will," 
Once was sung by angel choirs 
Bending o'er their golden lyres. 
In harmonious ecstasy. 
Let their heavenly music still 
With its cadence sweet and true, 
Echo in our hearts anew 

A responsive melody. 

Yule-logs blazing, cheery, bright. 
Emblems of the kindly heart, 
Now their ruddy glow impart 
To a chill humanity. 
While without in frosty night 
Twinkling stars their vigils keep, 
And the wintry breezes sweep 

Through the tree-tops airily. 

Hark! the tinkling noise of bells 

Comes across the frozen ground; 
What a merry, joyous soimd 

Their unstudied symphony. 
How their silvery music tells. 
Chiming out in broken rhyme. 
Stories of the Christmas time 

And the Yule-tide gayety. 

Now the youngsters, safe in bed. 
Soon are in the land of dreams, 
Santa Claus and reindeer teams 
Are a glad reality. 
Parents fond with cautious tread 
Fill the stockings duly hung. 
While upon the loving tongue 

Blessings tremble tenderly. 
i8 
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The morning dawns, the gladsome Christmas Day, 
Ring out, ye bells, your sweetest music play. 
The notes that issue from yon lofty spire 
Will mingle greetings with a heavenly choir. 
For men and angels join in one refrain, 
And bless the advent of Messiah's reign. 

Now the Christmas joys begin; 

Happy children slH>ut with glee. 
Laughter follows fast and free. 
Everywhere is jollity. 
What a gladsome, merry din! 

Prattle of the youthful tongue 
Makes again the elders young 
With infectious gayety. 

Seated at the ample board. 

Laden with the Christmas cheer, 
Smiling all the faces here 

With a glad expectancy. 
Dainties long in cupboard stored 

Now are brought to grace the feast; 
And a turkey, not the least 

Of the feathered family. 

Well protected from the cold 

Forth they sally, girls and boys, 
Eager for the Christmas joys 
And an outdoor revelry. 
Coasters gay and skaters bold 
Sporting in the frosty air. 
What a glow their faces wear, 

Bright with youthful energy. 
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Now die evening shadows fall, 
To the parlors all repair 
Romping games and dance to share, 
What a merry company! 
Strolling through the ample hall 
All unconsciously, the maid 
'Neath the mistletoe has strayed, — 
Lips have paid the penalty. 



Thus ends the day; in honest heart and brain 
The grateful echoes of its joys remain. 
The Holy Birdi, the Christmas love and cheer 
In gentle thought and kindly deed appear; 
And hearts by Christmas memories lifted, lo! 
As brightly as the Yule-log embers glow. 

HEAVEN 

Not in some distant sphere of love and light, 
Far, far removed from mortal sense and sight. 
But in the soul of man himself doth lie 
The blissful goal of his true destiny. 
Heaven, O Christian, is thy home today 
Not merely when thy soul hath cast its clay; 
Today, its joys and beauty may be thine, 
Its fellowship with saints and die Divine ; 
It only needs to clear thy spirit's sight 
To win a vision of its glories bright 



20 
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DIVINE SILENCES 
"He answered her not a wort* 

Though some misread their meaning and are fain 
To say, "There is no God, else would He speak 
And end the doubts that torture human hearts 
By making clear His presence and His plan;" 
Yet to the faithful these same silences 
Are eloquent of things transcending hope; 
They teach the spirit patience and they urge 
The soul to persevere and win its suit, 
And, with it, gain the larger gift in store 
For those who strive and will not be gainsaid. 



PEACE 

It is not peace to put thine armor off. 
To sheath thy sword, thy helmet to unbind. 
To sit thee down ungirt, while yet the foe 
Stands menacing thy life with murderous rage — 
This is not peace; he's blind who calls it thus. 

'Tis only peace when they who seek thy life 
Lie prostrate, dead, beneath thy conquering feet, 
When, by thy Captain's hand, the victor's crown 
Is pressed upon thy brows, and His clear voice 
Proclaims the batde won, thy warfare o'er. 
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SILVER-WEDDING HYMN 

O Grod, the Father, to our prayer attending, 
As Thou hast blessed through life this wedded 
pair. 

So let Thy gracious favor never ending 
Encircle still with Thy protecting care. 

O Son of Mary, who at Cana's wedding 
Didst mingle with the joyous marriage train, 

Be present now. Thy benediction shedding. 
To crown the joy of these Thy servants twain, 

O Holy Spirit, by Thy power supernal 

Bind them anew in bands of love and peace; 

Grant them a foretaste of the bliss eternal, 
That so their bridal joy may never cease. 

O Triune-God, Thy richest blessings shower 
Of earthly good and heavenly treasures fair; 

Preserve to these as their most precious dower 
The plighted faith and tender love they share. 

A REBUKE 

"I do not exercise myself in great matters which 
are too high for me!' 

Under the shadow of the yew-tree yonder, 
Away from noises and the noonday glare, 
The world shut out and all its carking care, 
ni sit me down awhile, I said, and ponder 
On things divine; question of God, His wajrs. 
His Providence, the laws His world ob^rs. 
His Triune Mystery, His great Estate, 
The paradox of things predestinate. 
aa 
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On such high themes I sought to meditate, — 
Vast, vague, inscrutable. These problems fill 
My questing soul with sudden fear; thrill 
Me with awe. Perplexed and passionate 
I cry, "Oh give me help to further light. 
To sound the depths or scale the dizzy height" — 
No answer comes, no God I find revealed. 
Unsolved the riddle and the door still sealed. 

Startled, I raise my eyes, my reverie broken 
By pit-a-pat of footsteps drawing near. 
A little maid before me stands, with clear 
Untroubled mien, in tiny hand a token. 
"This flower I picked," die said, "to give to you, 
I know God made it diough they said it grew!' 
Oh wisdom of the child, content to say, 
"God is, God does," nor vexes of the way. 

THE SOWER 
In Memoriam C S. 

The youthful sower in the morning light 
Went forth in joy to sow the goodly seed; 

Himself he spared not, put forth all his might. 
Nor asked an earthly guerdon for his meed. 

The sun arose, but ere he reached his noon 
We saw the sowet stricken in his field; 

"Too soon," our hearts in anguish cried, "too soon ; 
Who sows the seed should reap the harvest's 
yield." 

Ah! so we reason in our human way, 
We say of one, "His life hath just begun," 

Of other, "He hath justified his day," 
Presmning thus to weigh the service done. 

as 
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To each the Master sets his proper task, 
And in His vineyard all alike are trained. 

He surely will for no true servant ask 

Until he hath the day's full wages gained. 

And so, my brother, though we mourn for thee, 
We may not say, "Thy life knew not its goal;" 

Thy Master's own, "Well done," eternally 
Shall be the satisfaction of thy soul. 



AN INTERPRETATION 
St. John a 3 

"They have no wine," with questioning gaze 

His mother turned and spoke the phrase. 

By subtle instinct in that hour 

Divining in her Son the power 

To furnish that which, great or least. 

Was lacking to the marriage feast. 

He spake the word and at the sign 
Behold! the water turned to wine, 
And, richly flavored to the taste. 
The marriage feast now nobly graced. 

He who in Cana, we are told, 

This gracious action did of old. 

And, by the power 'twas His to wield. 

His glory openly revealed. 

Doth still transmute with word divine 

Our watery joys to goodly wine. 
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COURAGE 1 CHRISTIAN SOLDIER 

'Fight the good fight of faith, lay hold on eternal 
lifer 

Sometime the fight I fain would yield, 
And lay aside the sword and shield, 
And turn me from the battlefield, 
And put mine armor off; 

Seek some sequestered peaceful shade, 
Where never can the foe invade. 
Nor aught disturb nor make afraid, 
And rest me there a while; 

To hear no more the trumpets bray, 
The dash of arms in deadly fray, 
FrcMn morning's dawn till dose of day; 
Ah! this were sweet indeed. 

No more the midnight watch to keep 
On some exposed and londy steq;>; 
But lay me down in peace and sleep. 
Secure from all alarms: 

Far, far away from scenes of strife, 
The turmoil of a warrior's life. 
Where pain and wounds and death are rife 
And victory unsure. 

But, hark! a Voice is sounding dear, 
"What hast thou, weary one, to fear 
When I, thy Chief, am ever near 

And hold thee in my sight? 
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"Desert thy comrades in the fight, 
Give up the battle for the right, 
Give up when victory's in sight? 

Ah, that were shame indeed. 

"O, coward heart, to seek for rest 
When thy great Captain's hardest pressed ; 
No laurel for the soldier's crest 

Who fails or falters now." 
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A CHILD'S RHYME OF THE NATIVITY 

Far away in old Judaea 

On a chill December morn, 
As we read in ancient story, 

Lo! a little Child was bom. 

Joseph and His mother Mary 

Lay Him in a manger bed, 
For the birthplace of the Baby 

Is an humble cattle shed. 

Angels singing in the heavens 
. Bring the message of His Birth, 
And their song is of God's Glory 
And of Peace to men on earth. 

Shepherds on the hillside watching 

In the early morning li^t, 
Listen to the wondrous music, 

Stand astonished at the sight. 

Then to Bethlehem they hasten. 

Trusting in the Angel's word, 
Find the Babe in manger lying 

And adore Him as the Lord. 

Suddenly in Eastern heavens. 

Shines a new and wondrous Star, 

Token to the watching Magi 
They must take a journey far. 

Guided by the Heavenly Vision, 

So they follow to the West, 
Never doubting it will lead them 

To the Object of their quest. 

ay 
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At Jeni^em the Seekers 

Think at first to iind the King, 

But the jealous Herod rages 
At the thought ot such a thing. 

Little Bethlehem in Judah! 

Here at last the Star abides, 
Standing o'er the humble dwelling 

Which the Infant Jesus hides* 

Joyfully the Magi enter, 

Pay their homage to the King, 

Offering their richest treasures, 
Gold and spices which they bring. 

Who is He, the Infant lying 
On His mother's tender breast? 

He it is by every Christian, 

Lord and Saviour now confessed. 

Yes, you know the blessed story, 

How from Heaven the Christ-child came, 

Sent to earth by God the Father 
All His goodness to proclaim. 

Let us then with happy voices 
Sing His praise with sweet accord. 

Who was bom this Day to save us, 
Jesus, Saviour, Christ the Lord. 
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LINCOLN CENTENARY ODE 

I 

The Nation's birth was barely wrought 
By bloody conflict dearly bou^t, 
When^ to the wild untrodden West, 
Led onward by the earnest quest 
That stirs the hardy pioneer, 
Who scouts at loneliness and fear, 
A family, poor, unfriended, came. 
Of native stock and English name. 
There in Kentucky's barren hills. 
Amid the mountain streams and rills. 
They built a cabin, rude, forlorn. 
And there in poverty was bom 
The child, predestined to be great. 
Whose birth today we celebrate. 

II 

Lincoln! One hundred years have passed 
Since on this earth his lot was cast — 
A century of the Nation's life, 
A century of storm and strife, 
A century of growth and gain 
That brooked no barrier nor strain. 
When first his eyes the light beheld 
Not yet were virgin forests felled; 
The turbulent Ohio flowed 
Where dwelt in desolate abode 
A hardy and a scattered band. 
The early settlers of the land. 
The Red-skin hunted on the plains 
Where now are sped the moving trains; 
The buffalo had feeding ground 
Where crowded cities now abound ; 
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Where pioneer his axe did wield 
Is now the cultivated field ; 
The busy marts of trade are met 
Where erst the frontier fort was set; 
And millions dwell in wealth and pride 
Where rude log cabins did abide — 
Such changes has a century brought, 
Such marvels has a century wrou^t. 

Ill 

In such strange guise his life began; 
'Mid such wild scenes its current ran. 
To boyhood and to youth he grew 
And naught of ease or comfort knew. 
His hands were set to roughest toil, 
To split the rail, to till the soil. 
The woodman's axe his arm did wield, 
His feet they trod the furrowed field. 
And, when the daily task was done 
And scanty leisure hardly won. 
The lad essayed with eager joy 
His mind to worthily employ; 
To gather knowledge from the few 
And treasured boob his boyhood knew. 
The Bible chiefly — ^little more — 
He scanned its pages o'er and o'er; 
With iEsop's Fables and Crusoe, 
The simple story of Defoe — 
These were the priceless volumes read, 
On these the youthful mind was fed. 
Small learning his, as for the rest. 
He wisdom sucked from Nature's breast; 
And taught in Poverty's hard sdiool 
He early learned himself to rule. 
To struggle with an adverse fate. 
To hope, to labor and to wait. 
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IV 

Tall, ungainly, gaunt of limb, 
Rudely Nature moulded him. 
Awkward form and homely face. 
Owing naught to outward grace; 
Yet, l^hind the rugged mien 
Were a mind and soul serene. 
And in deep-set eyes there shone 
Genius that was all his own. 
Humor quaint with pathos blent 
To his speech attraction lent; 
Telling phrase and homely quip 
Falling lightly from his lip. 
Eloquent of tongue and clear, 
Logical, devoid of fear, 
Making plain whatever was dense 
By the light of common sense. 
Tender as the bravest be. 
Pitiful in high degree. 
Wrathful only where offence 
Led to grievous consequence ; 
Hating sham and empty show; 
Chivalrous to beaten foe; 
Ever patient in his wa5rs; 
Cheerful in the darkest days; 
Not a demi-god or saint 
Such as fancy loves to paint. 
But a truly human man 
Built on the heroic plan. 



The years rolled by, but little came 
To mark the unknown Lincoln's name. 
A lawyer at the County bar. 
He seemed from fame and fortune far. 
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Save in his home, obscure, remote, 
Were few to deem him worthy note. 
But such as he could not for long 
Remain unnoticed in the throng, 
And Western people grew at length 
To know and trust in Lincoln's strength; 
For keen debate then stirred the air 
And minds were troubled everjnvhere. 
The gathering clouds of civic strife 
Were darkening all the Nation's life. 
And men were asking in their fear 
For one to make the issue clear. 
And — then it was that Lincoln spoke. 
And far and wide the country woke 
To claim and hail him in delight. 
The Spokesman of the Northern right. 
The Champion of the Union cause. 
Of Constitution and the laws. 
E'en the reluctant East confessed 
This "backwoods statesman" of the West 
An orator of mighty power, 
The destined leader of the hour. 

VI 

But why the sequel aim to tell 
When every schoolboy knows it well? 
Now chosen by the People's voice. 
Chief Magistrate by loyal choice, 
He firmly grasped the helm of State 
And made the name of Lincoln great. 
Through all the years of civic strife 
That won the struggling Nation's life. 
Serene, resourceful, dog^d, wise. 
He wrought his Country's higji emprise. 
Misunderstood, abused, assailed. 
His noble spirit never quailed. 
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Calmly enduring Fortune's blows, 
The bitter hatred of his foes, 
He faltered not, but onward pressed 
To gain his consecrated quest. 
By pen-stroke of his single hand 
He freed a hapless Negro band 
And bade a race of slaves be men 
Nor ever wear the chains again. 

VII 

Ah I none but God the sorrows knew 
Which pierced his tender bosom through ; 
The burden of his groans and sighs. 
The tears which started to his eyes, 
The awful anguish and the pain. 
The loneliness, the bitter strain. 
He suffered all with patient soul 
To win the Nation's destined goal. 
That, purged from foul rebellion's stain. 
United, free, it might remain. 

VIII 

And now, the Union saved, no foe 
In Southern men would Lincoln know, 
But strove to bind as best he could 
Discordant States in brotherhood. 
This gracious task, this noble aim. 
To crown his pinnacle of fame 
Was scarce begun, when, lo! an act, 
Bom of a treasonable compact. 
Wrought by a murderous maniac's hand, 
Convulsed a horror-stricken land — 
A shot by hate and madness sped 
Laid low the Nation's honored Head. 
But why recall the ghastly sight, 
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The anguish of that awful night, 

The hero-martyr basely slain, 

A Nation's wrath, a Nation's pain ? 

From lip to lip the tidings spread 

And strong men sobbed for Lincoln — dead ; 

While eager praise from all the earth 

Proclaimed his greatness and his worth. 

IX 

But why prolong the note of praise, 
Belaud him in unworthy lays? 
Immortal now in deathless fame 
Remains the glory of his Name. 
His life, his deeds, do still abide 
To thrill a Nation's heart with pride, 
And generations yet shall rise 
To contemplate with grateful eyes 
Lincoln, the martyr and the man. 
The foremost great American. 

A BALLAD OF THE REVOLUTION 

"Let us now praise Famous Men and our Fathers 
that begat Us** 

I 

Assembled here beneath the gilded dome 
Of fair New Jersey s legislative home. 
We sons of revolutionary sires. 
Our hearts aglow with patriotic fires. 
Are met to celebrate his day of birth. 

Read by the author at a joint meeting of New Jersey 
Historico- Patriotic Societies, February 22, 1907. Assem- 
bly Chamber, State House, Trenton, New Jersey. 
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The day that gave our Washington to earth. 

'Tis meet we should our grateful tribute pay, 

Upon his brow our choicest garland lay; 

For his, the kingliest soul, the grandest name. 

The loftiest figure in our hall of fame. 

No knight of old his honor kept more bright, 

No saint of God more dearly loved the right; 

A son, the noblest of Columbia's breed. 

As wise in counsel he, as brave in deed. 

"The Father of his Country," him we name. 

The passing years do but augment his fame. 

'Twas such as he who gave our Country birth. 

When Liberty unshackled rose from earth; 

And freemen hurled defiance at the Power 

Which sought to rob them of their rightful dower. 

II 

On such a day each patriotic breast, 
From North to South, from East to farthest West, 
Is filled with memories of the good and great 
Who fought for Freedom and who served the State. 
We call to mind the heroes of the past, 
The men who dared the fateful die to cast. 
And in the name of Liberty and Right, 
Arose in all their manhood, all their mi^t. 
And held their lives as naught, if only they 
Might overthrow the Briton's hated sway. 
And rear a nation wherein all should iind 
A home of freedom and a refuge kind. 
Still may we meet to praise our fathers' pride. 
Their fortitude, as standing side by side 
They met the onslaughts of a common foe, 
And struck for freedom many a sturdy blow. 



37 



Digitized byVjOOQlC 



Ill 

When Paul Revere upon his midnight ride, 
The signal gave to all the country-side, 
The Minute-men responded to the need 
Ere yet the hoof-beats of his scampering steed 
Had died away upon the midnight air, 
And hurried forth the tyrant's power to dare. 

IV 

At Lexington defiance first they hurled 

And fired "the shot that echoed 'round the world," 

And 'woke the embers of a smouldermg fire 

In patriot breasts, which, mounting ever higher. 

Blazed to a flame that still more brightly burned, 

Until their Country's liberty was earned. 

The blood that stained the green of Lexington, 

It made a weak and scattered people one; 

In other climes and lands beyond the sea 

It served the sacred cause of libert>'. 



Again at Bunker Hill, a patriot band 

Of sturdy farmers made, a gallant stand, 

And thrice repulsed a thrice outnumbering host 

Of veteran soldiers who were Britain's boast 

'Twas here a Warren met untimely doom. 

Whom sorrowing thousands followed to his tomb. 

VI 

Upon a bleak and chill December night. 
The hireling Hessian troops were put to flight. 
For Washington from Pennsylvania's shore 
Had crossed the Delaware with laboring oar, 
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And mardicd to Trenton on the sleeping foe, 
And dealt the enem)' a crushing blow. 
From this success, as history relates. 
The rising tide of changeful warfare dates. 

VII 

But time would fail me should I strive to tell 
The many battles which they fought so well, 
And idle is it that I should repeat 
To those who cherish in remembrance sweet 
The glorious names of those who made the State. 
The world accounts them still among the great: 
So long as this our Country shall endure, 
Shall they live on in loyal hearts secure. 
Their martyr blood enridhed their nature sod, 
They gave their lives to Country, souls to God. 

VIII 

Tho* idle be it, yet I fain would seek. 
Some greater patriotic names to speak. 
The names of statesmen and of warriors bold. 
Which Clio, with her pen of purest gold 
Has written high upon the arch of fame. 
Emblazoned there a later day to shame. 

IX 

Historic Scroll that set a people free, 
The seal and charter of our liberty. 
The hand that writ, the brain that forged were one, 
The sage of Monticello, Jefferson! 
And Hancock, he whose ever honored name 
Stands foremost on that document of fame; 
The Adamses, a most illustrious pair. 
Who grateful homage of their Country share. 
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And he, the soldier-statesman, Hamilton, 

Who, when the cause of liberty was won, 

Retrieved the credit of a bankrupt state, 

And fell a victim to a riyal*s hate. 

And Patrick Henry, with his fiery breath, 

Demanding instant "liberty or death." 

And Wayne and Lincoln, Schuyler, Livingston 

And Stark, and Green and Francis Marion 

And Jones, the terror of the Irish Sea, 

And Putnam, Gates and Richard Henry Lee, 

And Jay, the stainless judge, and Franklin too. 

Philosopher and wit, and patriot true. 

In royal courts he walked, a homespun man. 

Who gloried in the name, American. 

XI 

To those who succored in our sorest need, 
To them we give of praise the fullest meed. 
The glorious spirits, who across the sea 
Set forth to aid the cause of liberty, 
Our Country holds in dear remembrance still. 
Their names we cherish, and we ever will. 
To discipline her troops and train her men 
There came the German veteran Steuben. 
The chivalrous and courtly sons of France, 
No poet's pen their merits may enhance. 
Ah! never can America forget 
The youthful ardor of a LaFayette ; 
Nor will she fail due gratitude to show 
Unto the memory of a Rochambeau. 
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XII 

But wherefore is it that I should rehearse 
In halting rhjnme and all unworthy verse 
The names of those who fought in Freedom's cause? 
No words of praise nor tumults of applause 
Can reach them on that happy shining shore 
Where heroes dwell, their work and labors o'er, 
And we who now inherit what they won 
At Saratoga, Yorktown, Lexington, 
Shall we forget our fathers' noble deeds? 
Nay, may their memories be the potent seeds 
Which sown in loyal hearts may there take root 
And bear a patriot harvest as their fruit. 
O, may their virtues and unselfish zeal 
Arouse their sons in later days to feel 
How holy and how sacred were the fires 
Which glowed within the bosoms of their sires, 



PATRIOTIC HYMN 

Lord God of Hosts, Who led our fathers hither 
And gave this western strand to Freedom's cause, 

We praise Thy Name, Whose mercies never wither, 
And pledge obedience to Thy righteous laws. 

Our fathers hoped in Thee and trusted surely; 

Thou didst deliver by Thy mighty Hand ; 
Under the shadow of Thy wings securely 

Dwelt they at freedom in this favored land. 
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To us their sons give of Thy grace abounding 
That we may cherish liberty and law, 

By justice strong all baser breeds confounding 
Who hold not Thee, nor Righteousness in awe. 

From foes without and foes within assailing 

Keep Thou our Country through the changing 
days, 

From Mammon's pride and Anarchy's prevailing 
Guard Thou the State and prosper all her ways. 

God, we pray through centuries unceasing 
That this dear Land may be with freedom bright 

In justice strong and ever still increasing 
In peace and health, prosperity and right 

THE ULTIMATE NEED 

"God give us men" — for men, the poet pleads, 
The age demands them and their country needs — 
Men, brave and able for heroic tasks; 
For men of worth and power the country asks, 
And still must find them, or, if earth denies. 
The State is bankrupt and our freedom dies. 

Though still for men the eager quest abides. 
Behind that need another deeper hides. 

1 dare affirm e'en more the age requires 
Women to breed heroic sons and sires ; 
Women to make the home a hallowed place — 
The home whence spring the virtues of the race ; 
Women of gracious mien and kindly hand 

To train and bless the manhood of the land. 
And so I say, "God give us women" — ^wives, 
Mothers, to mould, inspire to nobler lives 
Their sons and husbands; keep them true to GoJ 
And free from cowardice, deceit and fraud. 
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The age needs women — ^women pure and strong; 
Women disdaining flattery, falsehood, wrong; 
WcMnen of purpose, those who falter not; 
Women, if high or lowly be their lot. 
Who, for themselves and for their men, aspire 
On Duty's altar toi keep bright the fire. 

"God give us women" — ^women of such mould. 
Preferring ever honor unto gold; 
'Mid war, serene, and yet unspoiled by peace. 
Of nobler type than ancient Rome or Greece; 
Women who wear their beauty as a flower. 
Whose homely virtues are their richest dower. 
Say you, "The age needs men?" I say again, 
"God give us women, lest we lack the men." 

THE CURSE OF REUBEN 
''Unstable as water thou shalt not excel" 

The pathos of the world is in his eyes. 
Within his brain abortive schemings roll; 

His nerveless hand in impotency lies 

With palm held open for the pauper's dole. 

The burden of all inefiEectual thing3 

Is in his gait, his countenance, his mien ; 

While round his harassed brow forever clings 
The mocking ghost of what he might have been. 

Here, where men toil and cat the fruit of toil. 
He idly stands apart the whole day through ; 

Here, in a land of ceasless work and moil. 

His hand and brain can find him naught to do. 

No sweat of manly effort damps his brow; 
In woricshop, field or mart he hath no place. 
43 



Digitized byVjOOQlC 



To earn his daily bread he knows not how, 

Or, scornful, counts the offered means-r-disgrace. 

Too proud to dig, yet not too proud to eat 
The bread of strangers to his face and name; 

Homeless, he wanders with uncertain feet, 
Of thrift the scorn, of fate the idle game. 

What though he wear the hall-mark of the schools, 
A weakling in the world, he stands confessed; 

For lack of will to use the humbler tools 
He walks the earth a byword and a jest. 

The precious promise of his youthful years, 
All unfulfilled, upon his manhood waits; 

He wakens to his shame with bitter tears. 
And knows himself to be the thing he hates. 

Incapable! His destiny we spell 

In logic of inexorable fact; 
At naught may his untutored hand excel; 

The curse of Reuben blasts his every act. 

The ploughman whistles blithely as he goes 
And turns upon the world no coward face; 

In joy he reaps that which in hope he sows. 
Nor bows his head to aught but Heaven's grace. 

The craftsman, too, rejoices in the thing 

To fashion which his cunning hand was taught; 

Of want he feels nor fears the bitter sting, 
In manhood's strength his destiny is wrought. 

But this one — futile, hopeless, crushed to earth, 

A prey forever to forebodings grim. 
Well may he curse the day that gave him birth 

And summon God and Man to pity him. 

44 



Digitized byVjOOQlC 



THE NATION^S FLAG 

What IS the Flag? Say now! the Nation's Flag? 
What is it but a parti-colored rag 
Of red and white in alternating bars, 
A field of blue with plenitude of stars? 

What is the Flag? — the stuff whereof 'tis wrought; 
A thing of merchandise which may be bought 
In any village shop and at a price 
The meanest wight would not consider twice. 

What is the Flag? — the blue, the white, the red. 
The spangled ensign to the breezes spread? 
A silly object any fool may wave. 
Yet boast alike of patriot and knave. 

What is the Flag? Give answer ye who may! 
Why fling it out in such a proud array, 
And cherish as a thing of sacred worth, 
Approved of Heaven, as beloved of Earth? 

What is the Flag? Let struggling heroes tell 
Who watched it fluttering 'mid the battles' Hell, 
And died to keep undimmed its Glory bright. 
While closing eyes were gladdened at the sight. 

What is the Flag? Go! ask the exile there. 
Whom Fortune dooms to breathe an alien air; 
With quickening pulse he spies it at the mast 
In bays remote, where ships their anchors cast. 

What is the Flag? With mingled smile and tear 
The sea-worn traveller as he draws anear. 
Delights to greet the signal on the shore. 
At home at last, his wearjr voyage o'er. 
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What is the Flag? Ye sons of other lands 
Who seek your fortunes on these happy strands, 
Whose manhood spurns Oppression's cruel sway! 
What is the Flag? Your grateful hearts shall say. 

What is the Flag? Declare! ye native-bom, 
Lest of your silence men may gather scorn ; 
What is the Flag, this heritage ye daim? 
'Tis Freedom's gift, the symbol of her Name. 
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FLOTSAM AND JETSAM 

Flotsam and jetsam — spoilage from the sea; 
In the sailor s jargon, "junk," perhaps it be; 
Drifting with the current, lost upon the wave. 
Just a portion rescued from a nameless grave. 
Battered hits of cargo, wreckage of the main. 
Cast upon the vasty deep, gathered here again; 
Pick and choose, my masters! 'tis a doubtful lot. 
Maybe worth the salvage, maybe — not. 
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THE HEROES OF OLD ROMANCE 

"In rereading in mature years the romances that 
so deeply thrilled in early youth it is a common ex- 
perience to find them jejune, while the characters 
once thought admirable are felt to lack verisimili- 
tude and many of their actions to offend a culti- 
vated moral sense." English Critical Review. 

The heroes of my boyish days, the heroes of ro- 
mance, 

The English knights, the Scottish Chiefs, the pala- 
dins of France, 

The buccaneers and captains bold, who sailed the 
Spanish main. 

And for their country and their king much glory 
got and gain; 

The robber-barons, highwa)rmen, the leaders of cru- 
sades, 

The gentlemen-adventurers and other roistering 
blades — 

Oh, how the glory of their deeds inflamed my boy- 
ish soul! 

I never stepped to censure, though they murdered 
and they stole; 

My conscience never troubled then, I never felt a 
qualm. 

For chivalry and daring were an all-sufficient balm. 

But, as in sober retrospect, I view them each and all, 
I must confess their violence and villainy appal; 
The Decalogue I plainly see had little weight with 

them ; 
By every moral standard I must certainly condemn. 
I wonder how I ever could such characters applaud. 
Such grievous violators of the laws of man and God. 



Digitized byVjOOQlC 



Yet when I turn to read again the tales my youth 

entranced, 
The themes whereof an elder breed of novelists ro- 
manced, 
I seem to lose the faculty to see their moral harm 
And yield myself completely to their fascinating 

charm. 
Delightedly I wade through streams of carnage and 

of gpre, 
O'er pages filled with slaughter most complacently 

I pore; 
I thrill again to hear the steel on knightly armor 

ring 
To see the lances splinter and the battle-axes swing, 
While combats and duelloes are my very special joy. 
My soul they fill with rapture e*en as when I was a 

boy. 

Oh! what a pleasure keen it is to watch a gallant 

bout 
Between two pretty gentlemen, whose rapiers arc 

out, 
And when the stranger cocks his hat and gives the 

lie to all. 
There's nothing so delights me as a wayside tavern 

brawl. 
I dote upon a pirate with his swarthy mien and 

beard, 
His cruel ways and rakish dress, so wonderful and 

weird ; 
And when the Spanish galleon is plundered ere she 

sank. 
And all the crew surviving are compelled to walk 

the plank, 
I feel an exultation, most immoral, I confess, 
A thrill of admiration which I never can repress. 
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I love the gallant highwayman, astride his raven 

mare, 
Who stops and plunders travellers with such a 

jaunty air; 
And, when he lightly slits the ear of mean and 

wealthy folk, 
I beam with satisfaction and consider it a joke. 

Those sanguinary heroes of the gpodly days of yore, 
Who plotted, quarrelled, murdered, stde, incon- 
tinently swore — 
The critics say are modelled on a faulty moral scale, 
And by canons literary ignominiously fail. 
Their characters do ill accord with nature or with 

art- 
Well, be it so, they still retain a comer in my heart. 
And, though I own to fifty and my hair is streaked 

with white. 
To read the old romances is an ever fresh delight 
So when Fm pessimistic, or feeling dull and sad, 
I turn me to the stories that delighted as a lad. 

TO A FRIEND 

I love that quaint archaic speech of thine. 
Which on thy lips the Quaker strain betra5rs. 

It hath a flavor as of rare old wine ; 

It smacks of romance and the elder days. 

But thou art modern, this thou must allow; 

Thou dost abjure the modest Quaker gray. 
And naught in thee, except the "Thee" and "Thou," 

Proclaims the usage of a former day. 

Yet, when thou deignst, by letter or by lip, 
To my unworthy self a word to say, 
50 



Digitized byVjOOQlC 



Dear Friend, I prithee, let there be no slip ,• 
Address me in the quaint old-fashioned way. 

MAY-DAY SONG 

The merry May-day cometh, the blithest of the year. 
The merry May-day cometh to all true lovers dear. 
Sweet Phyllis trips it gaily adown the shady lane, 
While Strephon follows after, not heeding her dis- 
dain. 

Heigh ho! the May day. 
The merry, merry play-day. 
Hasten, couples, join the throng. 
Tread the measure, raise the song. 

Oh ! come with me, my lady, together let us stray 
By river bank and woodland, o'er hill and valley gay, 
We'll pluck the purple violet, the bonnie blushing 

rose. 
And tender, timid daisy, the fairest flower that 

grows. 

^ Heigh hoi the May day. 
The merry, merry play-day. 
Hasten, couples, join the throng. 
Tread the measure, raise the song. 

When weary of our wandering we'll seek a shady 

nook 
Where greenest moss is growing beside a laughing 

brook ; 
Of buds and blossoms fragrant I'll plait a garland 

gay 
And 'round thy temples twining, enthrone thee, 

Queen of May. 
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Heigh hoi the May day. 
The merry, merry play-day. 
Hasten, couples, join the throng. 
Tread the measure, raise the song. 



AT THE PIANO 

As vii^n snow-drops, radiantly white, 
Shower kisses soft upon the shrubs and trees, 
So your sweet fingers with a touch as light 
Do lovingly caress those ivory keys. 
O, happy, happy, dancing keys^ till now 
I ne'er have envied your melodious gait 
And calmly could with clear unruffled brow 
Your soft reverberations contemplate; 
But, since my love to you gives bounteously. 
What I have long besought of her in vain. 
My heart is like to burst with jealousy 
And of that robbery I must ncids comi^ain. 
Yet, love, play on, you strike a double key — 
The major there, the minor one in me. 



THOSE LITCHFIELD HILLS 

The Yawp of an Uitlander 

Those Litchfield hills! those Litchfield hills! 
How many a sigh my bosom fills 
As I recall the shady street 
Where village gossips daily meet; 
Repeating each to each the tale 
Of Litchfield's glories never stale. 
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Those Litchfield hflls! those Litchfield hQls! 

Where robins tune their sweetest trills, 

Where homes of quaint Colonial style 

The antiquarian soul beguile 

With memories piercing through the haze 

Of Revolutionary days. 

Those Litchfield hills! those Litchfield hills! 
Where Nature wears her finest frills, 
Where quiet aisles of shady trees 
Invite to saunterings at ease 
And summer airs the senses lull, 
And airs conventional and — dull. 

Those Litchfield hills! those Litchfield hills! 

'Tis there one gets historic thrills. 

Antique maho^uiy they show 

And silver old in shining row, 

Ancestral heirlocMns of the hour 

When English sovereigns were in power. 

Those Litchfield hills! those Litchfield hills! 

The stranger's eye a teardrop spills 

As he reflects in dire despair 

How little ice he chisels there, 

How only Litchfield stock and name 

The open sesame may claim. 

Those Litchfield hills! those Litchfield hills! 

I turn me yellow 'round the gills 

And question Fate in jealous scorn 

Why I in Litchfield wasn't bom. 

So I might have ancestral pride 

And pity everyone outside. 
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Those Litchfield hills! those Litdifield hills! 

Oh, joy of life! Oh, pace that kills! 

I hie me to my humble home 

O'er Litchfield hills no more to roam, 

Content my feet have trod upon 

The sacred soil of Litchfield, Conn. 



CORINNE 

She's a dainty, winsome thing, 

Is Corinne; 
Just an angel minus wing. 
And her eyes of deepest blue. 
Why, they look you through and through. 
And, you'd swear as steel she's true. 

Is Corinne. 

She hath hair of sunny floss. 

Hath Corinne. 
Which the zeph5rrs love to toss 
In a sweet bewitching grace 
'Round the oval of her face — 
Oh ! she leads me such a race. 

Doth Corinne. 

Though a sweet, seraphic smile 

Hath Corinne, 
Deem her not devoid of guile. 
For there falleth irom her lip 
Quick retort and merry quip — 
How she laughs to sec me trip. 

Doth Corinne. 

Yet she hath her graver ways, 
Hath Corinne, 
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And her silent, tender days, 
And there sometimes doth appear 
On her cheek a shining tear — 
More of pity than of fear 
Hath Corinne. 

Never may I hope to mate 

With Corinne, 
For her years are under eight; 
Yet I court the little minx 
While I wonder what she thinks — 
Full of m3rstery as the Sphinx 

Is Corinne. 

THE HERMES OF PRAXITELES 

Praxiteles with cunning hand hath wrought — 
The marble breathes, a god, a Hermes stands, 
The symbol of the sculptor's glowing thought. 
To shame a later day and other lands; 
To shame, yet to instruct, delight, inspire, 
To emulation of the higher truth. 
Behold ! a form instinct with manly fire. 
The paragon of fair Olympian youth. 
The placid brow unflecked l^ mortal care. 
The slender vigor of the ancient Greek, 
The attitude serene, the godlike air; — 
These arc the things, forsooth, of which we speak, 
But of that mystery which casts its speU 
No pen can write, no tongue can ever tell. 
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SONG: BIRDS OF LOVE 

Birds of love, that softly hover 
'Round the dwelling of my sweet, 

Bear this message from a lover, 
Bear it on your pinions fleet. 

Fly to her, sing to her, birds, sweet birds. 
Tell to her all that I dare not in words, 

Carol forth in wanton gladness 
Harmonies of joyous song, 

'Tis no strain of summer madness 
That your liquid notes pndong. 

Fly to her, sing to her, birds, sweet birds. 
Tell to her all that I dare not in words. 

To her chamber casement flying. 

Choristers of happy tone. 
Sing to her of love undying. 

Of a heart that's all her own. 

Fly to her, sing to her, birds, sweet birds. 
Tell to her all that I dare not in words. 



THE "EYRIE" 

Upon a crag, thick-set with shrub and tree. 
Whence in the distance one may plainly sec 
The threading of the Hudson's silvery rills. 
And far beyond the purple Berkshire hills, 
There hangs a cottage, whidi, I may remark 
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Is built of logs whereon is left the bark. 
This cottage has a name, 'tis called, the "Eyrie," 
And thither come, when Summer's heat is fiery. 
Some friends of mine to breathe the mountain air, 
Escaping thus the city's dust and glare. 

I will not state exactly where's the place. 
Because, perh24>s, you mightn't have the grace 
To stay away, but knowing where 'twas hid 
Might seek to enter though you were not bid. 
Enough to say, it is a charming spot 
To visit when the weather's broiling hot. 
And that the folk who dwell upon this crag 
In kindliness and friendship never fla^. 

About the place there's nothing ever drastic. 

Although there is an air ecclesiastic ; 

For you must know a prelate of the Church 

A place of refuge has upon this perch. 

If "high," or "low," or "broad," you would inquire, 

I'd say "He's higher than the taJlest spire," 

And all his "hig^" proclivities displa3rs. 

Applauding Nature's ritualistic ways. 

Oft have I seen him turning to the East 

In ceremonious attitude, at least 

He seemed to be, but then I would not say 

But what the finest view was just that way. 

Here you may see beneath an azure dome 
More splendid ritual than that of Rome; 
The gorgeous altars glowing in the East 
Are richly decked as for tlw highest feast. 
While incense of the shrubs and trees and flowers 
Refresh the morning and the evening hours. 
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The service— choral, and I may remark 
'Tis hourly sung from day-light unto dark 
By winged choirs in true Cathedral style, 
Whose chant re-echoes through the leafy aisle. 
'Twould seem according to the Bishop's bent 
Else he'd refuse "canonical consent." . 

A visit to the "E3nie" is a treat, 

For always you are certain there to meet 

A little company of pleasant folk. 

Who like to talk and don't despise a joke. 

Who, though they're up on all things theologic. 

Do not insist on being pedagogic 

Besides, they let you smoke, which is a pleasure, 

And you can always help yourself at leisure 

To good cigars, which stand so handy by ; — 

You see, the Bishc^) never keeps an eye 

Upon the box, and so you're never harassed 

But take another one quite unembarrassed. 

I lately paid a visit to the "Eyrie" — 
The date I duly entered in my diary — 
The greeting I received was warm and hearty, 
As though I were a most distinguished party. 
Instead of merely but a humble cleric. 
Sans dignities and learning esoteric. 
I drank of wisdom from the Bishop's store; 
From other minds I likewise got some more, 
And, when at last I came to pack my bag 
And leave my friends upon the mountain crag, 
I vowed I had enjoyed a "^lendid time" 
And that the same I'd celebrate in rhyme. 
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SONG: OLD CHELSEA SQUARE 
Tune—"Auld Lang Syne" 

Shall we old Chelsea Square forget, 

Or ever cherish less? 
Shall we old Chelsea Square forget, 

And fame of G. T. S.? 

Chorus 

The G. T. S., my friends. 

The G. T. S., 
We*ll praise our honored Mother's name. 

The G. T. S. 

We walked of yore the verdant "quad," 

In mortar-board and gpwn, 
We cut the lectures and despised 

The professorial frown. 

We struggled hard with Hebrew roots, 

And puzzled o'er St. Paul, 
Liturgies and Dogmatics too, 

And deemed we knew it all. 

We flirted with patristic lore, 
And spent our slender brains, 

In arguing from A to Z, 
Our Apostolic claims. 

We bandied terms of harsh reproof, 

All heretics were they, 
Who wouldn't speak our Shibbdeths 

Or follow in our way. 
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Tlien out into the world we passed, 

Each to his chosen field, 
And some a humble mission serve, 

And some a crozier wield. 

But each and all, whatever they be, 
If "high" or "low" or "broad," 

Are well agreed as faithful sons. 
The G. T. S. to laud. 

Tho' forms are bent and heads are gray. 
And minds are filled with care. 

Our hearts grow lighter as we think 
Of dear old Chelsea Square. 

Then here's to Seminary days. 

And friends we cherish dear. 
To those whoVe passed within the veil. 

And those who still are here. 

Composed for the Society of the Associate Alumni of 
the General Theologicali Seminary, New York City, and 
sung at the annual dinner, May, 1907. 

MONTEREY 

{With partial apologies to Mr. Rudyard Kipling) 

Oh/ those days at Monterey 
By the azure-tinted bay. 
Where the surf it rolls so gently 
And the bathers sport and play. 
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All the hours at Monterey 

Homage to Del Monte pay. 

Oh ! the pleasant walks and ways 

By the lake or through the maze, 

Oh! to linger 'neath the shade 

Of some. monarch of the glade, 

Or to spend delightful hours 

'Mid the wondrous shrubs and flowers. 

Oh ! those days at Monterey 
Where the world is all at play ; 
You can see the golfers sporting, 
On the links at Monterey, 
On the famed Del Monte links 
Kept in order by the "Chinks." 
Don't you feel a longing, say. 
For the gplf at Monterey? 

Oh! the girls at Monterey 
How they swim and ride and play. 
Eastern maidens they are fair 
I must truthfully declare; 
But the California girls 
They are roses, peaches, pearls. 
And they have a fetching way, — 
Have the girls at Monterey. 

Oh I those days at Monterey 
By the azure-tinted bay. 
Cant you hear the breezes whisper 
"Come you back to Monterey?*' 

Oh ! the friends we've left behind us 
On the shores of Monterey. 
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Oh ! those California folks 
Generous as their "spreading oaks," 
. Gracious as the wondrous flowers 
Blooming in Del Monte's bowers, 
May we meet another day, 

Meet at glorious Monterey. 

«««««««« 

Ship me somewhere south of Frisco 
By the far Pacific Coast 
Where the summer lasts for ever 
Yet a man will never roast; 
For it's there at fair Del Monte, 
Oh, it's there that I would stay, 
Where the summer lasts forever, 
On the shores of Monterey. 

But that's all a dream departed 
Long ago and far away. 
And there are no trolleys running 
From the East to Monterey. 
From my home to Monterey 
Is a thousand leagues away. 
But if ever I've the money, 
I'll go back to Monterey. 

Oh I those days at Monterey, 
By the azure-tinted bay 
I could ease my weary spirit 
There, forever and for aye, 

Del Monte, August 191 3. 
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TO A SEPTUAGENARIAN 

It's just one of your tricks 

To pretend seventy-six 

Are the years you have lived on this earth ; 

Then tell the truth, do, 

And acknowledge that you 

Have added a score to your birth. 

Such a frisky young man, 

No friends of yours can 

Accept such a statement as truth ; 

Your movements are quick, 

Your appearance is chic. 

And you still have the spirit of youth. 

Then speak not of age. 

Nor set up for a sage. 

But mock Father Time to his face, 

And be happy and glad 

As a bare-footed lad 

For not yet are you out of the race. 



MY LADY'S HAT 

My lady's hat! — I know not how 

'Twas made or trimmed, and yet; I vow 

It had a most bewitching grace; 

But stay, perhaps it was the face 

I saw beneath the curling brim. 

For sure no milliner could trim. 

How deft the hand, a simple hat 

To captivate my heart, as that. 
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SOUL MUSIC 

"Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard 
are sweeter/* 

To-night within my soul there ring^ 
A wondrous melody so sweetly strange, 

Yet sad, that to mine eyes it brings 

The tear-drops, why, I know not, and I range 

In fanqr back to childhood's careless hour, 
As if perchance in those forgotten years. 
Forgotten with their vanished hopes and fears, 

I there could hear its strains in primal power. 

Some tale of woe, some old romance 

That fired my boyish soul and sent the blood 

A-dngling thro' my veins, perchance. 

Then unaware how deep the gushing flood 

Of love, revenge, de^air, that swept along; 
Can it of this the dim remembrance be. 
Or of some sweetest voice that distantly 

I heard at night break forth in plaintive song? 

The shadowy outline of the face 

Of some fair woman seen alone in dreams 

So dimly, that I may not trace 
Awake its beauty, though it ever seems 

Within my heart to hold a gentle sway. 
This, can it be? I know not, yet I hear 
Sweet strains which ever still evade my ear 

And softly and more softly die away. 
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